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And the Shed rose to honour:
Behind the Pantheon, in a narrow, dark and deserted street
such as those shown in the etchings to illustrate melodramatic
old novels, the Rue Lhomond, between black and fissured
houses, beside a trembling pavement, a miserable barrack raises
its wooden wall: it is the Municipal School of Physics and
Chemistry.
I went through a courtyard, a lamentable enclosure which
had endured the worst insults of time, and then through a
solitary archway where my steps re-echoed, and found myself in
a soggy blind alley where a twisted tree was dying in a corner
between wooden planks. There extended several cabins of a
sort, long, low, glassed-in, where I perceived small steady
flames and glass instruments of various forms. No noise: a deep,
melancholy silence; the echo of the town did not even enter
here.
I knocked at a door chosen at random and entered a
laboratory of astonishing simplicity: the floor was of rugged
beaten earth, the walls of ruined plaster, the ceiling of rather
shaky laths, and the light came in weakly through dusty
windows. A young man, bent over a complicated piece of
apparatus, lifted his head. "M. Curie/3 he said, "is in there.**
At once he resumed his work. Minutes went by. It was cold.
Drops of water were falling from a tap. Two or three gas
burners were alight.
Finally there entered a tall, thin man with a bony face and a
rough grey beard, wearing a battered little cap. It was M.
Curie.
(Echo de Paris, Paul Acker.)
Fame is an astonishing mirror, sometimes faithful, sometimes
distorting like the convex glasses of an amusement park; it pro-
jects into space a thousand pictures of its chosen ones and takes
possession of their least gestures to exalt them by caricature.
The life of the Curies furnished fashionable cabarets with
subjects for sketches: when the newspapers announced that